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'TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE | 
„ 77 Fry's 


Granville Leveſon Gower, | 


Earl Gower, Lord Chamberlain of his | 


Majeſty's Houſhold. 


N Land, jo | 1 
HE followin g little hid FEY 


ed on a ſtory of M. Marmontelle's, 
and calculated to expoſe the frivolity 


and ignorance' of the pretenders to learn- 


ing, with the inſolence and vanity of their 


ſuperficial, illiberal protectors, can be ad- 


dreſſed to no nobleman with more propri- 

_ ety than to Lord Gower; whoſe judgment, 
though elegant, is void of affectation; and 
whoſe patronage, though powerful, is de- 
ſtitute of all faſtidious parade. It is with 
pleaſure, my Lord, that the public ſees your 
Lordſhip plac d at the head of that depart- 
ment which is to decide, without appeal, 
4 s : on 
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DED ro. 
en the moſt popular domain in the whole 
republic of letters ; a ſpot that has always 
been diſtinguiſh'd with affection, and cul- 
tivated with care, by every ruler the leaſt 
attentive to either chaſtiſing the morals, 
poliſhing the manners,. or what is of equal 
importance, rationally N the leiſure 


of the people. Ee "RO 


The PatroR; my Lord, who now begs 
your protection, has had the good fortune 
to be well receiv'd by the public; and in- 
deed, of all the pieces that I have had the 
honour to offer them, this ſeems to me to- 
have the mo claim to their favour. 


But has play ripped of thoſe theatrical 
ornaments for which it is indebted to your 
Lordſhip's indulgence, muſt now plead it's 
own cauſe; nor will L. my Lord, with an 
affected humility, echo the: trite, coarſe, 
though claſſical compliment, of Optimus 
patronus peſſimus poeta : For if this be 
really true of the laſt, the firſt can have but 
| ſmall pretenſions to praiſe ; patronizing bad 
poets being, in my poor opinion, full as 
pernicious to the progreſs of e 
e the — 77 
In 


 HEDITATIAN  »v 
In humble hopes, then, my Lord, of 


not being thought the meaneſt in the 
muſes train, I have taken the liberty to 


prefix your name to this dedication, and 


publickly to acknowlege my obligations to- 
your lordſhip ; which, let me boaſt too, I 
have had the happineſs to reecive, untaint- 
ed by the inſolence of domeſtics, the de- 


lays of office, or the chilling ſuperiority 


of rank; mortifications which have been 
too ates experienced by much greater 
writers than myſelf, from much leſs men 
than your CE) 


* 


My Toad; I . the 16 to be with 
the greateſt reſpect and gratitude,” - 


Your Lordſhip's moſt oblig dd. Yor 
and moſt devoted, l 
humble ſervant, 


Weſt-End, 
June 20, 1764. 


VS 


SAMUEL FOOTE. 


Sir TnoMAs Lorry, - _— "EI 

Sir PerER PEPPERPOT), MO Fo . 
Dick Beves, wt Den 
FRAnK YOUNGER, | 

Sir Rocerx Pow as, HO Sor ls *. 
A. Roar, e 2 

| Mr. Dactvz, | 

Mr. Purr, 

Mr. STAYTAPE, 
Ronin, _. f 

Jonx, 5 
Two Blacks pg bo 
Miſs Jouizr, MI Ge nn get 


* 


- 


Enter BEveR þ. Youonn; 1 


— 


k 4 0 U N G E R. 
rr O, Dick, you muſt 1 me. 
| BEVER | 


* | Y O U N G E R. t Th W Ton * 
1 tel you, I have not a Wh 5 | 
BEVER. 


v then to gratify me. | 
1 8 | YOUNGER. 


4 


Nay, but to ſatisfy your enrinkty. 


5 TH E p ATR 0 ; 
IO UN GI R. I 
At rather too great an expence. 
+ SEV REA. - 
To a fellow of your obſervation and 
turn, I ſhould think now ſuch a ſcene a 


molt delicate treat. | 
YOUNGER. 
Delicate! Palling, nauſeous, to a dread- 
ful degree. To a lover, indeed, the charms 


of the niece. may F: liate the uncle 8 ful. 


ſome formality. 


| NEVER 
7 e uncle! ay, but then you kKnoty he 
18 only one of the group. 

1 ca | 
| That's true; but the figures are all 
finiſh'd alike: A maniere, a Rae ſame- 
nels bout. 


FR BEVER. 

Thete you will excuſe bas, 1 am ſure 
there 1 is no want of variety. 5 1 

EO NG ER... 4. 

Kt then let us have a detail. Come, 

Dich . us a bill of the play. e 

9 R | 

_ Firſt, you know, there's Jylict 8 wrels. | 

Y 0 U N G E KR 
What, Sir Thomas Lofty ! the modern 


Midas, 0 or rather (as fifty dedications will 
9986— Gf 4 i n | 


% 


THE PAT RON. 3 


tell you) the Pollio, the Atticus, the pa- 

tron of genius, the protector of arts, the 

paragon of poets, decider on merit, chief 

juſtice of taſte, and ſworn appraiſer to 

Apollo and the tuneful nine. Ha, ha. Oh, 

the tedious, inſipid, inſufferable coxcomb! 
B E VER. 

eg now, Frank, you are too extrava- 
s He 1s univerſally allow'd to have 

e; ſharp-judging Adriel, the mule's. 
friend, himſelf a muſe. 

YDUNGER. 

Taſte ! by who ? underling bards, that 
he feeds ; and broken bookſellers, that he 
bribes. Look ye, Dick, what raptures 
you pleaſe, when Miſs Lofty is your theme, 
but expect no quarter for the reſt of the 
family. I tell thee once for all, Lofty is a 
rank impoſtor, the bufo of an illiberal mer- 
cenary tribe ; he has neither genius to cre- 
ate, judgment to diſtinguiſh, or generoſity 
to reward; his wealth has gain'd him flat- 
tery from the indigent, and the haughty 
inſolence of his pretence, admiration from 
the ignorant. Voila lè portrait de votre 
uncle. Now on to the next. 

32 
Tho ingenious and erudite Mr. Ruſt. 
401] B 2 YOUNGER. 


Ss THF PATRON, 


| 4:0 DNGEK- © . 
What, old Martin, the meda]-monger 7 
11 


The ſame, and my rival in Juliet. 
2 YOUNGER. 

Nel what, Ruſt ? why ſhe's too mo- 
Wan for him by a couple of centuries, 
Martin! why he likes no heads but upon 
coins. Marry'd ! the mummy! Why tis 
not above a fortnight ago that I ſaw him 
making love to the figure without a noſe, 
in Somerſet-Gardens: I caught him ſtroak- 
ing the marble plaits of her gown, and 
aſked him if he was not aſhamed to take 
ſuch Parties with ladies in public. 

"YER. I 
li What an inconſtant old ſcoundrel it 18. 
=_— YOUNGER. *. 
Od, a Dorimant. But how came this | 
about ? what could occaſion the chang e? 
: veas it in the power of fleſh. and blood to 
; ſeduce this adorer of virtù from his mans 


and porphyry? 
TD 105 B E VE R. 


Juliet has done it; and what wil favs | 
rize - his taſte. was a wes to the 


ö 4 1 L 6 * 1 - ; 
{3 * 


5 * 
s | FF. 


WI 


YOUNGER, | 

Prythee explain. gc 

BE V E R. 

Juliet met him laſt week at her uncle's ; 
he was a little pleaſed with the Greek of 
her profile; but on a cloſer enquiry, he 
found the turn-up of her noſe too exactly 
reſemble the buſt of the princeſs Popæa. 

YOUNGER. * | 


—_" 


- The chaſte moiety of the amiable Nero. 
BEVE os To 2 
The fam. | . 


"YOUNGER. | 
| Oh, the deuce ! then JO: hufne was 
done in an inſtant. 
BEVER. 


= = 
Py > 


Immediately. In favour of ys tip 1 ; 


offered chart blanche. for the reſt of the 

figure, which (as you may pu was 

e capght at. l 

"YOUNGER... - 
Doubtleks. But who haye we here 4 

B EVER. y 

This is one of Lofty's 8 companians, 2 

Weſt- Indian of an over-grown fortune. He 

faves me the trouble of a portrait een 


0 vir W 44 Fog 1 Is 4 
5 * n 4 4 10 
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Enter Sir PETER PE PPERPOT and two blacks. 
Sir PETER 
Careleſs ſcoundrels ! harkee, raſcals! 


III 
baniſh you home, you dogs! you ſhall 


back, and broil in the ſun. Mr. Bever, 
your humble ; Tits I am your entirely de- 


voted. 4 a 
®  BEVER. 


You ſeem mov'd; * has bees the 
matter, Sir Peter? 
# Sir P E T E R. | 
Matter! why I am, invited to dinner on 
a barbicu, and the villains have . my 
bottle of chian. 
„ o * N GE R. 
 Unpardonable, 
„„ | 
Ay, this country has ſpoil'd them ; this 
ſame chriſtening will ruin the colonies.--- 
; Well, dear Bever, rare _ boy ; our 
"4 . fleet 1 is arriv'd from the Weſt. 
$ | BEVER. 
„ I 
. Sir PETE R. 164 [ 
wy, lad; and a glorious cargo of fury 
| tle It was lucky I went to Brighthelm- 
fone; I nick'd the time to a hair; thin as | 


0 4. 


a latk, 5 


THE PATRON. 7 


a lath, and a ſtomach as ſharp as a ſhark's: 
Never was in finer condition for feeding. 
5 B E VE R. | 
Have you a large importation, Sir Peter? 
Sir PETER. 

Nine; but ſeven in excellent order: The 
captain afſures me they greatly gain'd 
ground on the voyage. 2 

B E V E R. 

How do you diſpoſe of them? 

| Sir PETER. 

Four to Cornhill, three to Almack's, and 
the two ſickly ones I ſhall ſend to 9 bo- 
rough 1 in Yorkſhire. ; 3 

YOU N G E R. 
Ay! N have the provincials a reliſh 


for turtle "os 
Sir P E T E R. 


Sir, it is amazing how this country im- 
proves in turtle and turnpikes; to which 
(give me leave to ſay) we, from our part 


of the world, have not a little contributed. 


Why formerly, Sir, a brace of bucks on 
the mayor's annual day was thought a 
pretty moderate bleſſing. But we, Sir, 
have poliſh'd their palates: Why, Sir, not 
the meaneſt member of my corporation but 
en diſtinguiſh the paſh from the pee. 
YOUNGE R. 


j— — W — Oo 


* 


8 THE PAT R ON. 
1 YOUNGER. 
„„ - 

. „ ET E R. 
| Ay, and ſeyer the green from the ſhell, | 
with the {kill of the ableſt anatomiſt. 


YOUNGE K 

And they are fond of it? 

Sir PETER, 

” Ob, that the conſumption will tell you. 
The ſtated allowance is fix pounds to an 
alderman, and five to each of their wives. 

| BEVER: | 

" plentiful proviſion. 

Sir PETER.. 

But there was never 1 any wall : : 
The mayor, recorder, and rector, are per- 
mitted to eat as much as they pleaſe. 

YOUN GER. 
The entertainment ĩs pretty expenſiue. 
Sir PETER. 7 (+ 


1 and all. But I contriv d 


to ſmuggle the laſt that I ſent them. 
. 
Swuggle! ! I don't underſtand you. 
| „„ R 5 
Why. Sir, the raſcally coachman had 
always charged me five pounds for the car- 
* Damn d gh Now "OF cook go- 
A ing 


* 


1 HE PATRON, 9 


ing at the ſame time into the country, I 
made him clap a capuchin upon the tur- 
tle, and for thirty ſhillings put him an in- 
fide paſſenger in the Doncaſter Fly. 

J er nie ec 25) 4H 
A happy expedient. MEE tem 8 

DL B E VE R. | | PEPE 

Oh, Sir Peter has infinite humour. 
| FT TOS . 74 Sir PE Ti E. R. . 511 1 
* but the frolick had like 55 ee 


an tal. a 
How ſo i ? 5 : 
; Sir E E. uy 1 


| The 5 at the Rummer at Hatfield, 
popp'd her head into the coach to know 
if the company would have any breakfaſt : 
Ecod, the turtle, Sir, laid hold of her noſe; - 
and flapp'd her face with his fins, till the 
poor devil fell into a fit. Ha, ha, ha. 
ihne + 
Ob, an abſolute Rabelais. 
- 42044 TK 
What, I MOVE Sir Peters you are 80 
ing to the Square? 
ir e YR. | 
Yes; I extremely admire Sir Thomas : 
Yau know this is his day of afſembly ; I 
C ſuppoſe 


1 a ** 8 ng 2 8 4 : 1 * 
* — . _ } Shad N d 1 a . K we 
4 LL  "—_ js 3 i * 4 — 22 * 8 4 IS 2 1 Px 
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e THE PAT RON. 


; ſuppoſe you will be there: I can tl nd. 


you. are a wonderful favourite. 5 

K VER. 1 

Am 17 3 1 N 4 

3 

He * your natural genius is fine; 

and when poliſh'd by his cultivation will 
ſurprize and aſtoniſh' the world. 

. DIE VRR. 
I hope, kit: I. n _ your voice with 


the public. aan 
Sir PETER. YR ? 


Mine ! O 655 gag 
B EVER. | 
Come, come, vo are no inconfiderable 


— 


patron. A Din ue 74 
Won er ir PE T E R. 


- He; he, he. Can't ſay bot 7 love to | 
encourage the arts. 
ot RR D. 
"Andi have contributed largely yourſelf. 
YOUN G . | 
What, is Sir Peter an author? 
Sir PFELER. 
0 fye ! what me? a mere dabbler; have 
blotted my fingers, tis true. Some ſonnets, 


that are yet been thought wanting in * 


e ee, e 
And your rin. 1 
Fail "0 


TAE PATRON, i 
Gir b E T ER. 3 5 © 
Not enter without point: | 
BEVER. of 
But come, Sir Peter; the love of the arts 
is not the ſole cauſe of your viſits to the 
houſe + are going W. 


$f TY 


Sir PE T E R. | 
1 W t underſtand you. „„ 
1 M0 17 * "YE 1 
3 Maſs Juliet, the niece. . „ 25 
E | Sir PETER, 


330 


O fye ! what chance have I 12 ? * 
deed if lady Ferre ſhould- HO. to 


off--- 5 5 
ef | EVE B. 5 «Ye 
TI don' t YET that. vou Tg Sir Peter, 
a dangerous man; and were I a father, or 
uncle, I ſhould not be a little ſhy of your 
viſits. 


| Sir PETER. 
Pſha! dear Bever, you banter. 


BEV. EN e 
And (unleſs I am extremely out i in V 
gels) that — 
; | Sir PE T E R. FSI. 
Hey! what, what, dear Bever? 
BE VER! | 


But if you ſhould bete me 
C 2 #- ot 


a8 THE PATRON. 
Sir PE T E. R. 

May I never hs a bit of green fat, if 1 
1. 

| 5. E V E R. amos 36 
Hints have been- dropp * nl 

| Sir PETER. 5 
The devil! gome a little this way. 

B EV E R. 

Well/ made; not robuſt and gigantic, 
"tis true, but extremely genteel. . A 
. Sir F E T ER. WE 

ndee 3 

115 2 4 I SVH Fyind "is 833333 
Features, not entirely er but mark- 
ing, with an air now, ſuperior; greatly 

2991 the--- you underſtang ms * 133 

een. a 

Perfectly. Something wad 84400 

| of=--faſhion. Fe 


EVER. nike 
Right. 8 
22886 PETER. 9D ft 
Fo, 1 ha been frequently told fo. 
N09 nN ' 
Not an abſolute wit; but Girmething f ins 
Py. e An enjouement, a . a- 
Sir P E T E R. 
cy. 1 was ever ſo, from a child. 


8 #2 M7 
7 : * 
4 þ Fe: * 4 $: ;TF 5 1 f 


THE PATRON. 13 

| BEVER. | 
In ſhort, your dreſs, addreſs, with a 
thouſand other particulars that at Pee T 


can't recollect. 
a Sir PE T E R: 


Why, dear Bever, to tell thee the truth, 
I have always admir'd Miſs Juliet, and a 
delicate creature ſhe is: Sweet as a ſugar- 
cane, ſtrait as a bamboo, and her teeth as 
white as a negro's. 8 5 

11 VEM. 2 

Poetic, but true. Now only conceive, 
Sir Peter, ſuch a plantation of perfections 
to be devoured by that caterpillar Ruſt. 

Sir PETER. 

A liquoriſh grub! Are pine-apples for 
ſuch muckworms as he? I'll ſend him a 
jar of citrons -and ginger, and Pons the 
pipkin. | 

B E v E R. 


"No, no. £21 
Sir PETER. 


Or invite him to dinner, and mix rat 8 
bane along with his curry. 
B E VE R. 
Not ſo precipitate ; I think we may de- 


feat him without any danger. 
Sie PE T E R. 
How, how ? 


) 
* 


B EVER. 


PP n 


14 THE PATRON. 
BEVER. 
I have a thought---but we muſt ſettle _ 
the plan with the lady. Could not you 
q give her the hint, that I ſhould be * to 
. ſee her a moment. 
N 5 5561 er PETER. 
1 - T1 do it directx. 
53533 vi E R. 83 | 
But don't let Sir Thomas perceive you. 
Sr PET ER. 
Never fear, You'll follow ? 
5 ao RV ES. | oy 
The inſtant 1 have ſettled matters vii 
her; but-fix the old fellow ſo that ſhe may 
not be milſs'd, | 
| Sir PETER. F 172 
Il nail Fn, I warrant ; I have his = 
nion to beg on this manuſcript. 
'BEVE * 
Your own ? 


No. 
4 BE VER. 105 Fo tt 
© Oh bo! * ſomething new ** the 
doctor, your chaplain ?. ?. 


Sir PETBR, 1 30 


| & PETER, 2.307: 
He! no, no. O Lord, he's elopd, 
BEV:B'R, 7 


? 


How ! 8 5 i 1 
14 "ME, : 444 , 

© * F * 4 S 

Sip 


- 
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Sir PETER. 

Gone. Vou know he was to Jedicate 
his volume of fables to me: So I gave him 
thirty pounds to get my arms-epgray'd, to 
prefix (by way of print) to the frontiſpiece; 
and, O grief of griefs.!, the doctor has 
mov d off with the money. I in mt you 


Miſs Juliet. Exit. 
B EVE R. 


There now is a ſpecial 1 the 
arts, I think, can't but Wen e kes ſuch 


a Mecænas. 2 
25 G NOE R. 


Heaven 150 win a taſte 7 ar 
fool” SO 1 ps 
oN R. „n 
TS! but then to  Juſtefy the ſpent 
tion, | 
rot higebihd port cloath'd, the hungry fed, 5 
Fortunes to bookſellers, to authors bread. 
Y O UN. G E R. | 
The diſtribution is, I own, a little un- 
equal: And here comes a moſt melancholy 
inſtance; 1 Dick Dacyh and his pub- 
1 Ts” 


R . 
+ * 21 * 
5 1 8 
: * 
” * A 
1 


, 21 ” n 8 8 
* ee 


16 THE PATRON, 


7 


„ . 2 rorr. * 
tro 


” 


+ 05 : PIPSE: | 8 

Why; then, Mr. Dagyl, carry thei to 
ſomebody elſe; there are people enough i in 
the trade; but I wonder you 1 would” med- 
dle with poetry; you know it rarely” pays 
for the paper. 

DAC T Y L. ; 

And how can one help it, Mr. Puff ? 
genius impels, and when a man is once 
liſted in the ſeryice of the muſes--- . 

„ ; 
Why, let him give them warning 25 
ſoon as he can. A pretty ſort of ſervice, 
indeed !-where there are neither wages nor 
vails. The muſes! And what, I ſuppoſe 
this is the livery they give. Gadzooks, 1 
had rather be a waiter at Renelagh... 511000 

B E VER. 

The poet and publiſher at rene: : 

| What! is the matter, Mr. i ne 
% 

As Gad ſhall judge me, Mr. Raves... as: 
pretty a poem, and ſo polite; not a mortal 
can take any offence ; all full of * 
and Praiſe. 


— 


7 FP. 


1 16 


THE. * 41 RON. 17 

A fine nee * gives of his works: 
No offence! the greateſt in the world, Mr. 
Dactyl. Panegyric and praiſe! and what 
will that do with the publick ? why who 
the devil will give money to be told, that 
Mr. Such- a-one is a wiſer or better man 
than himſelf? no, no; tis quite and clean 
out of nature. A good ſouſing ſatire noyv, 
well powder'd with perſonal r and 
ſeaſon d with the ſpirit of party; That! de- 
moliſhes a conſpicuous character, and fins 
him below our own level; there, there, we 
are pleas d; there we chilckle, and griin, 
be toſs the half-crowns'on the counter. 
| 6 71. 92; AfCOITOLS | 25) / 7h 

5 ves me 6 bet eropp'd fox a libel. 

J p UF. s n S023 6! 249} 
| Croppdl ay, and the luckieſt thing that 
can happen to you. Why, I would not 
give two-pence for an author that is afrid 
of his ears. Writing, writing is, (as I 
may ſay) Mr. Dactyl, a ſort of a warfare, 
where none can be victor that is the leaſt 
afraid of a ſcar. Why, zocks, Sir, I ne- 
ver got ſalt to my porridge till 1 G er 


at hs Reyes Exchange. 
D 5 E VER. 


B Ev ER. 

Indeed 

PE 8 

No, no; that was the making of me. 
Then my name made a noiſe in the world. 
Talk of forked hills, and of Helicon! ro- 
mantie and fabulous ſtuff. The true Caſta- 
lian ſtream is a ſhower of eggs, and a  pil- 
lory the poet's Parnaſſus: 

% © 

Ay. to you indeed it may aber but 

what do we get for our pains? 
f rr | 

Why, what the deuce would you get? 
foad, fire, and fame, Why you would 
not grow fat! a corpulent poet is a mon- 
ſter, a prodigy l no, no; ſpare diet is a 
ſpur to the fancy; high feeding would but 
ne; your Pegaſus. 1 

% err. 

Why, you impudent illiterate FEAT 
who is it you dare treat in this manner ? 

of OV FF. : 

- Heyday wats is the matter now 2.- 

„ nennt. 

„And is this che return for all the ches 
tions 1 owe me? * no matter; the 
FEY 2 © «Es world, - 


T-HE PAT HEOM 19 
world, the world ſhall know what you are, 
and how you have us'd me. 

PUP y. 
Do your worſt ; I deſpiſe you. 
DACTTE 
They fhall be told from what a dunghil 
you ſprang. Gentlemen, if there be faith 
in a ſinner, that fellow owes every ſhilling 
to me. | 
P U F. F, 
To thee | © - = 6 
| Ae 
Ay, Sirrah, to me. In what kind of 
way did I find you? then where and what 
was your ſtate ? Gentlemen, his ſhop was 
a ſhed in Moorfields; his kitchen, a broken 
pipkin of charcoal; and his bed- chamber, 
under the counter. 
BREE 
I never was fond of expence; I ever 
minded my trade, 5 | 
| AF ke 1 
Your trade! and pray with what dock 
did you trade? I can give you the cata- 
logue; I believe it won't overburthen my 
memory. Two odd volumes of Swift; the 
life of Moll Flanders, with cuts; the Five 


Senſes, * and coloured by Overton; 
| P 2 - afew 


i 


e — 


r ˙·» Lr 2 . . EEE — 
: * 
* * 
* 4 
* 
* 


1 
' 
| 
| 


% 
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a few claſſics, thumb'd and blotted by the 
boys of the Charterhouſe; with the trial of 


Dr. Sacheyeral. 


| PUFF, 

Malice, | 

be + 4, DACTYL,. | 
hen, Sirrah, I gave you my Canning: 

it was ſhe firſt ſet you afloat, 
Pp UF r. 

© grub, | 

DACTYL, 
And it is not only my writings : Yon 
know, Sirrah, what you owe to my Phy- 


tick, 


” BEVE R, 
1 a phyſician? | 
DD AS IT XI Lo 
Ves, Mr. Bever; phyſick and poetry. 
Apollo is the patron of Wach Opiferque 
per orbem dicor. 


OFF, 
His phyſick | Ll. | 
% er, . 
N phyſick! ay, my phyſick; Why, dare 
you deny it, you raſcal ! What, have you 


[ 


; forgot my Pon for flatulent eiiien £ 


7 * 
* * 4 5. 8 F F, 4 ; £4 A . 3 51 * 
z . 
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Ad of 5 - of OO * 
* coſmetic Nr and ſugar plumbs? 


1 SOFA 


No. 
D nnr. 
My coral for cutting of teeth, my po- 
1 tions, my lotions, my pregnancy-drops, 
with my paſte for ſuperfluous hairs? 
P.UF'F... 
No, no; have you done? 
DA-CTY . 
185 No, no, no; but I believe this will fuf- 
fice for the preſent. 
s = þ 
Now would not any mortal believe that 
I ow'd wy all to this fellow ? 
BTV Bw + 
Why,. indeed, Mr. Puff. the balance 
does ſeem i in bs öh, oi cs ep 
| PI FF: s 
In his favour | why you don't give any 
credit to him : A reptile, a bug, that owes 
his very being to me. 
DACTY L, 


LL, F! : 
725 | 7 U 7 1 
* you ! What, I ſuppoſe yon iy 0M 
your garret in Wine-oftice-court, when yon 
11 | | furniſh'd | 


t THE PAT RON. 
' furniſh'd paragraphs for the F 1 


at twelve-pence a dozen. 
"D A'© TY: Lo 
Fiction. 
5 . 
Then, did not I get you made collector 
of caſualties to the Whitehall and St. 
James's ? but that poſt your lazineſs loſt 
u. Gentlemen, he never brought them 
a robbery till the highwayman was going 
to be hang'd; a birth till the chriſtening 
was over ; nor 2 death till the hatchment 
was up. 
D Ar YT. 
Mighty well! 
„ 
And now, becauſe the fellow has got . 
little in fleſh, by being puff to the play- 
Houſe this winter, (to which, by the bye, 
I got him appointed) he is as proud and as 
vain as Voltaire. But I ſhall ſoon have him 
under; the vacation will come, 
| dSactyyn 
Lett, e . 
| PUPF. 
Then I ſhall have him ſneaking and 
cringing, hanging about me, and begging 
a bit or .. | 


PD A C- 
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| EE 

I "wa I, for tranſlation |! 

pr. 

No, no, not a line; not if you would 
do it for two-pence a ſheet. No boil'd 
beef and carrot at mornings ; no more cold 
pudding and porter. You * take . 
leave of my ſhop. 

dp ern 

Your ſhop! then at parting 1 will leave 


vou a legacy. 


B R VER. 

0 ye, Mr. Dactyl ! 

PUFF, 
Loet him alone. 
| DACTYL. 
Pray, ** let me do opts 
* | 
BEVER. 
Younger, reſtrain the publiſher's fire. 
YOUNGER. 

Fie, gentlemen, ſuch an illiberal com- 
bat: it is a ſcandal to the republio of 
8 letters. 

B E VER. 
Mr. Dactyl, an old man, a mechanic, 
beneath--= _ e 
Fey D A c- 
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. ACT Y. 

Sir, I am calm; that thought has re- 

ſtord me. To your inſignificancy you are 

indebted for ſafety. But hat my * 

ny has ſaved, = pen hall _—_ 

in Pp U Þ EF, Te N 2 

15 Then you hb get ſomebody to mend it | 

DACTY te h LEES 


Adien FA 
f = v * F. T 

F f ** n £ 

EVER. 

Ha, ha, bal. come, 125 us * to the 
ſquare. | 

Block heads with reaſon —_ wits abhor, 
But dunce with dunce is barb*rous civil war. 


* 
4 1 * A . F.,- 2 N 

g ; : 2448 , 

* __ * . 4 4 - & Fa dat TT ES ER” Pe 8 1 1 

* OT . 
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ACT II. Scene continues. 
„. gies * £75 6 HD; ; 


Enter n and onen 


10 0 . 


JOOR Dactyl! and dwells ſuch ack 
rage in little = I bees, . e 
danger of bree ar | 
B E V £ R. 

Oh, not in the leaſt: The gens vatumy 
the nation of ' poets, though an. irritable, 
are yet a placable people. Their mutual 
intereſts will ſoon "gy" them together 


an 
"ves h #; EO 
But ſhall not we be late ? che critical fo 
nate is by this time aſſembled. 
B EV E R. 


I warrant you, frequent and full 3 | is 


- "Stately Bufo, puff'd by ev'ry quill, 
Sits like Apollo, on his forked hill. 


| E = Buy 


- 4 
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But you know I muſt wait for Miſs Lofty ; 
I am now totally directed by her; ſhe 
gives me the key to all Sir Thomas's foi-. 
bles, and preſcribes the moſt proper me- 
thod to feed them; but what good * 
that wal produce 1 


vo UNGER. 
Is ſhe clever, adroit ? 
A203: Toll MME MR 
Doubtleſs. I like _ aſking the queſ- 
tion of e. 
Niem vo N ER. e 
Ny: pay an — — 2 The 
1 in theſe caſes, generally know what 
they are about. The door — 
OE PE OB! 1. 200 AO 
1 is-Joliex, ande with her ol Ruſt, Eu- 
ter, Frank: You, -know the kn hs, ſo 0 
introduction is wanted. ¶ Kæin Vounger.] 
I ſhould be glad to hear this reverend piece. 
of lumber makg lpys ; the,courtſhip muſt 
easHinly; be curious, Good mennets ſtand 
by; by your — a ditde. I Be- 


ver 4 


e een ger, and fer! * nt 

| WY RR 
Aud your & ection i is large? 45 

b 2 ' 


"Tf | 92 RUST» 
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R UST I 

_-Moſt. curious and capital; When, Ma- 
dam, will you give me leave to add e 
nee my catalogue e? 
et itaisgs 81 290. LN tert 26 210 ; 80 Ty 

228 Mr. Rust. & ſhall but diſgrace. 
it. Bebdes, Sir, when T marry, T am re- 

alia e have my huſpand all to: myſelf: 

Now for the poſſehoo of your heart I ſhall 
have too any competitars. 

abba on MS Tei: ts i ads 

How, Madam! were Pwamecheu alive, 
and would animate the Helen that — 
my hall, ſhe ſhould not coſt me 2 

J v-L 1-2-T., 

Ay, Sir, there lies my greateſt wg 
tune. Had I only thoſe who are alive to 
contend with, by aſſiduity, affection, cares, 
and careſſes, I might-ſegure my codqueſt : 
though that would be difficult ; for I am 
convine'd were you, Mer. Ruſt, put up by 
Preſtage to auction, the Apollo Belvidere 
would not draw a gteater * of bid- 


* 5 1212 FO 
FruüassrA 

Would that were the cafe, Madam, ſo 

1 might be thoughts . 

W de Medicis. 

: E a Ju- 


28 THE PATRON. 
J UL1EzT. - 

The flower of rhetoric, and pink of po- 
| liceaed;-- But my fears are not confined to 
the living; for every nation and age, even 
painters and ſtatuaries, conſpire againſt me. 
Nay, when the pantheon -itfelf, the very 
goddeſſes riſe up as my rivals, what chance 
Basa mortal like /ime.——1 ſhall ms 
laugh in his face. [{/de.] 

Nr. , 

She is a delicate ſubject. ——Goddefcs, | 
Madam! zooks, had you been on Mount 
Ida when Paris decided the conteſt, the 
Cyprian queen hal 5 for the pippin | 
in A 1 

— f Aung v. 
| ang gallantry. 


* 


of] iS er. — 

in 1 n are concentered all ths 

beautics: of the Heathen mythology: The 
open front _ Diana, ca — of ms 

* A003 08 2861144 


19 3 r 20 © 
oh, Sir! 
nus 7. 


The chromatic muſick of Clio, be 
blooming ere ot Heb, che ce 
: 414; 91 ZI n 5 


- _ * 
** 4» 


i PATRON i. 
port of queen Juno, with the delicate e dim- 
3 Ar Na | 
| Juri r. 

I ſee, Sir, antiquity has not engroſs d 
all your attention: You are no novice in 
the nature of woman. Incenſe, I own, is 
grateful to moſt of my ſex ; but there are 
times when err may be diſpens d 
with. | ; 

| n P 8 x. 

Mean ! SITS tt 
JVULIET. 

I fay, Sir, when we women willingly 
wave our rank in the ſkics, ana wiſh to be 

treated as mortals. * 

RUST. 

Doubtleſs, Madam: And are you want- 
ing in materials for that? No, Madam; as 

in dignity you ſurpaſs the Heathen divini- 
ties, ſo in the · charms of attraction you 
beggar the queens of the earth. The whole 
world, at different periods, has contributed 
it's ſeveral beauties to form you. 

Jener. 

The deuce it has! [Afide.] 
ERR, > | 
See there the ripe Aſiatic perfeclion, 
Join'd to the delicate ſoftneſs of Europe. In 
p A you, 


30 THE PAT RON. 
you; Madam, 1 burn tooſſeſs Cleopatra's 
alluring glances, the Greek profile of queen 
Clytemneſtra, the Roman noſe of the em- 
preſs. Popaa - pine of I 
11 en of * v E. Noeitnerte nor 
Wich the\majeftic march, of queen Beſs, 
Mercy on me, __—_ wonderful, creature 


am I th od ver nonobe nad 'eortir 
RUST. Aw. 


In ſhort, Madam, not a feature you have, 
but recals to my mind ſome trait ina e- 
en. T4187 
ien een 8 L R T. 4 6} 1 
derdl Why, by your, account, I auſt 


be an abſolute olio, a perfect lend 
of charms. * > FF 4 a 


chr u 3 8 Y., . " ; 8 e 
+ Ob, Madam hew; can you demean, as 
i fapetundervalue—-— | eee 


no, ncihetit; N ee | 
- PalueHthers, is the ching; and. t to | tel 
you the truth, Mr. Ruſt, in that word va» 
lue lies my greateſt ohjection. 
| Ar,. | 
Idon't underfiand you. 
Ib E r. | 
Whg chen. I will explain myſelf. Ic bas 
been Laid, and I believe with ſome a 
3 0 


* 
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of truth, that no man is a hero to his va- 


let de chambre; now F am afraid when | 


you and I grow alittle more intimate, 
+ which I ſuppoſe muſt be the caſe if you 
proceed on your plan, you will be horribly 


diſappointed in your high expectations, and 


ſoon- diſcover this Juno, this Cleopatra, 
and princeſs Popæa, to be as arrant 4 mor- 
dune ee mother. I 
R U 8. W * ek 4 
Madam, I; 1. L. e 
F Gifte 
Vour patience a moment. Being there- 
fore deſirous to preſerve your de vin; I 
beg for the future er Oe 1 0 to 
_ adord, en 2: DOY U 4 
uit ms! { Wow r 10. 4 0% 1:67 


Tb Brdymios Madem, Luna ance lik 


ened. 5 o Reibe on biag 8 10 


JIVILA E T. 
Ay, but he 2 off. mor- 


1 mne er 0 
N vigq!! ive * ooo 48 
"Hd. you are — ſerious? 
JIS Ir r. 
e yõte die impu- 


"Noterious?! . 


denge to think of marrying a goddeſs ? 
RUST. 


tal; you may de very Well as a votary ; b but - 


F; it 
* * 
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V 
1 thould hope-- won ieee $0555; 
b | J 3L1# ©: | 


And what ſhould you 5 ? T find 
your devotion reſembles that of the world: 
When the power of ſinning is over, and 
the prightly firſt-runnings of life are rack'd 
off, you offer the vapid dregs to your dei- 
ty. No, no; you may, if you pleaſe, turn 
monk in my ſervice. One vow, I believe, 
Fyou will obſerve better than moſt of them, 
ed „ WI 

1 a8 R U.S . 33091784 100 1 
| Permit me. 2 id ot noris to} 
* Ut et 507 10 gd 

e ee ee 
your Portia, or Flora, your Fum-fam from 
China, or your Egyptian Oſiris. - You have 
long paid your addreſſes to them. 755 «DIS 

| RUST. 7 | 

Marry! what, marble? 1214 N 

I 1 * r. YR bot AR? 

e 
an chools bes gt will ſupply you 
with-all that you want. 


IS 7755 
-der wy bus wa, conſented,” | 
Sbbow g ech 10 e 07 20> 

— 1 NY 
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JULIET. 
That is more than ever his niece will. 
Conſented! and to what ? to be ſwath'd to 
a_mould'ring mummy ; or be lock d up, 
like your medals, to canker and rufl in a 
cabinet ! no, no; I was made for the world, 
and the world ſhall not be Tobb'd af it its 
right. | 1 518 
| B E VE. "POR 
Bravo, Juliet! Gad, ſhe s a fines bed 
gil. | . 
JULIET: 2 
My profile, indeed! No, Sir, when 1 


marry) I muſt have a man that will meet uh 


full face. 


sr. x 

Might be heard for a 9 

r.. 

To what on Fou fay, you hive Sir 
Thomas Lofty's' conſent ; I tell you., you 
can never have mine. en. may ſcreen me 
from, or expoſe me to, my uncle's reſent- 
ment; the choice is your own : If you lay 
the fault at my door you will, doubtleſs, 
greatly diſtreſs me; but take the blame on 
yourſelf, and I tha own myſelf Rely 
oblig'd el ary 

k jb cio 

How! confel myſelf i in 5 fault? 


es 
2 
* 77 5 
„ ? 
+ * p | hs U: 
oy "Was hk 
* 


rn eee — ALES — — 
2 * * * ** 9 * 2 N " 


E 
8 . 77 TE n * 
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JULIET:. 

Ay; for the beſt thing a man can do, 
when he finds he can't be belov'd, is to take 
care he is not heartily hated, There i is no 


other alternative. 
| RUS T. 


Madam, I tha'n't break my 5 wich 


Sir Thomas. 
JULIET. 


Nor with myfelf.. 80 there's an end of 


our conference. Sir, your very den 


. 
Madam, I, I, don't that is, let "| 
But no matter. Your fervant. Exe. 
JULIET. - 
Ha, ha, ha! e 
Enter BrvxR e 2 
425 BE VE R. 12 


ab ha, ha! Incomparable Juliet ! Mw 


| — old dotard trembled and totter'd ; he 


could not have been more inflam d. had he 


been robb'd of hi Othop 
FO ee 73.08 


Anz was ever goddeſs ſo "THER us'd? 
In my- conſcience, I began to be afraid 
that he would treat me as the Indians do 


their dirty divinities; whenever they are 


deaf to their prayers, they beat and abuſe 


5 
x £27 z< — 
: q « 
+4 + .46 * : ** 
© 4 q 8 ; N 2 
- * * 4 
. x 4 


B E VE R. 3 
But, after all, we are in an aukward 
ſituation, 


How ſo ? | 
- BEVER. 


I have my fears. 
JULIET. 
80 have not I. 
BEVER, 


jg uncle has reſolv d that you ſhould 
la marry'd to Ruſt. 

+8 L126; 6 

Ays he may decree; but it is I that muſt 2 

execute. : 


JULIZT. : 


rn 
But ſuppoſe he has given his word. 
SE JULEET. 
Why then Tet him recal it again, 
BEVER 7 


But are you ſ ſure * ſhall have courage 


enough--- 
JULIET. 


7 ſay No? That inquires much reſo- 
lution, indeed. 


> BVE R. 1 
Then I am it t the heighth of my hopes. 


JULIET. 
| 8 hopes ! Your hopes and your fears 
are M-founded * * 


5 THE PATRON. 
BEVER. 
Why, you are determined not to | be his, 


JULIET. 


Well, and what then? 
B EV E R. 


What then! why then you will be mine. 

ene 

Indeed and is that the natural conſe- 
quence; whoever won't be his, muſt be 
yaurs. Is that the logic of Oxford ; . 

B E VE R. | 55 =—_ 

Madam, [ did flatter myſelf--- | 

| JULIET. 

Then you E very wrong, indeed, Mr. 
Bever: You ſhould ever guard againſt flat- 
tering yourſelf ; for of all dan _ para- 
ſites, ſelf 1 is the worſt, 

BEVE R. \ 
I am aſtoniſh'd! © 
Iuris. | | 
| Aſtoniſh'd! you are mad, I believe 4 
Why, I have not known you a month; it 
is true my uncle ſays your father is his 
friend; your fortune, in time, will be caſy 3 
- your figure is not remarkably faulty ; and 
as to your underſtanding, paſſable enough 
for a young fellow who has not ſeen much 
of the world; but when one talks of | a 
huſband---Lord, it 's s quite another fort of 
"MY 2 2. -Ha, 


1 


<a 
"= BY" 


. 
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a---Ha, ha, ha! Poor Bever, how he ſtares}. 


he ſtands like a ſtatue ! 
BEVER. 
Statue ! Indeed, * I am very near 


petrified, 
15 JULIET. 


Even then you will make as good : a huſ- 
band as Ruſt. But go, run, and join the 
_ aſſembly within: Be attentive to every 

word, motion, and look. of my uncle's ; 


dumb when he ſpeaks, admire all he 


ſays, laugh when he ſmirks, bow when he 
ſneezes; in ſhort, fawn, flatter, and cringe; 
don't be afraid of over-loading his ſto- 
mach, for the knight has a noble digeſtion, 
and you ill find ſome there who will "=p 
you in countenance. ; 
BEER: 

& fly. So then, Juliet, your intention 

was only to try=== 
JULIET:. 

Don't plague me with i impertinent wade 
tions; march; obey my directions. We 
mult leave the iſſue to Chance ; a greater 
friend t to mankind than they are willing to 
6wn. Oh, if any thing new ſhould oc- 
cur, you may come into the drawing-room 


for is, inſtr ons. W -ſeverally. 
1 "00 gerug 


— — p ñ — 2 
Rn * A y a „ 6 
* 
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Scene 2 Room in Sir Thema Lor rv. 8 
Houſe. : 


Sir TnOoMAS, RusT, Pure, Dacr vr, 


and others, diſcovered fitting. 
Sir THOMAS. 


N othing new to-day from Parnaſſus? 


DACTYL. 


| Not that I hear. 1 
sir THOMAS. 


118 critical, hott: or po- 
litical : 11 


Nothing. a 
si THOMAS, 3} | 
Then i in this diſette, this dearth of in- 
vention, give me leave, emen, to di- 
ſtribute my ſtores. I have here in my 


PUFF. 3 


hand a little, ſmart, ſatyrical epigram ; new, 
and prettily pointed; in ſhort, a production 
that Martial himſelf would not have bluſh'd 


ta acknowlege: 1 
RUST. 


. Your own, Sir Thomaz 
: sir THOMAS. 


O fie! no; fent me this morning, ano- 


| nymous. "re F ** 


Dacrtyt 5 
92 1 Sir Thomas, let us have N. 


ALL. 
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„„ 
By all means ; by all means. 
Sir THOMAS. 


To PriLLis. | 
Think thou, fond Phillis, Strephon rold thes 
C qa; , fs 
Angels are painted fair to look like you: - | 
Another ſtory all the town will tell; | 
Phillis paints . look like an el 


ae = 2 - 55 | 
72 Fine! fine! very rel fn hens do 
F * PAC TYL. 2 18 2 
Sock a and 3 et ze 
r 
The turn ſo * and wier. 
A . 
The farys 0 poignant. 
Sir „„ 


- 
- FS 4 #Y 


Ves A I think it poſſeſſes, 5 in an Wy 


degree, th the three great epigrammatical re- 
guifi ites ; brevity, familiarity, and Fn 


. Phillis paints fair-—to look ike > an wr. 


DARTYL....- 
Joop! Is p Phillis, the agen. « a 
ſecret : if Fi oy PEG 1 
| is 1 HO M A 8. 


3 dear mel nothing perſonal; no; an 
eee a1 na jeu di eſprit. he 


5 


87 2 I . : PUFF, 


* . 
— —  —  ——— 


tr” 
- 


- 
* — — ha — Ne ICE * 
Sonny - * — _" 


to — the . ny 


4 THE PAT R ON. 
PUFF. 
Then, Sir Thomas, the ſecret i is out; it 


is your own. .. . . 
"DACTYL. 


That was obvious GY 
8 £1 776 WT + 
Who i is there elſe could have wrote it ;? 
| RUST. 
True, true. 5 
LE alice THOMAS. 24 £945 
The name of the author is needleſs. So 
it is an acquiſition to the republic of let- 


ters, any gentleman may claim the merit 


that will. 57213 9425 19 * Sw 
| e P v F F. . 
What a noble;contempt! - 
"PACT 8 1 
What greatneſs of mind! EY 
RUST bY 2 


- ry * 


Scipio and Lælius were the Roman * 
Why, I dare believe Sir Thomas has been 
the making of half the authors in town: 
He is, as 11 may fay, the great manufacturer; 
the other poets are but Pedlars, that live by 


retailiy 8 his Waren, 


Wigs. Y 2 . 


Ha, ha, ha! well obſer 'd, Mr. Ru 5 
8 sit THOMAS. 
Ha, ha, ha! Molle atque facetum. wiy, 


r Thomas Lofty 
way 


CY [4 2 
4% © « | _ 2 
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was to call in his poctical debts, I believe 
there would be a good: my rats, in 
the Muſe Gazette. 
A Ladd £00 01 aun 
Ha, b. el t e e SENG | 8d 
Sir HOM As. 1091997 
4 a propos, gentlemen ; wich rogand; 
to the eclipſe : You found my calculation 
exact? ge lib 2104" A 
„ A C T 1 L. 
70 a di git. | | | 4A 
Sir T H O M A 8. | 
Total darkneſs, indeed! and birds goin 
to rooſt | Thoſe philomaths, thoſealmanack- 
makers, are * moſt ignorant raſcale--- vi. 
1 * cet 477 Y. re} ies 
tt is amazing where * Thomas Ley 
ſtores all his knowlege. 
e . | 
It is wonderful how ks mind of man 


can contain it. 5 
Sir T H 0 1 A 8. 


Why, to tell you the ok , that cir- 
cumſtance has a good deal engag d my at- 
tention; and I believe you will admit my 
method of ſolving | the phenomenon philo- 


ſophical and i ingenious enough. 
heh PU F a 


Without queſtion. 
WE ALL. 
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ALL. 


- Doubtleſs. 16 . 
4 Sir Hon As. WF 


I ſuppoſe, Gentlemen, my memory, or 
mind, to be a cheſt of drawers, a kind of 
bureau; where, in ſeparate cellules, my 
— nen on n different mm is 


ſtor d. 
Of at ws. : {2 mas r. ” 
A Pr odigious N 5 
ALL. | . 
Amazing me 0 


Sir T N O 1 A 94 | 
To this cabinet volition, or will, has a 
key; ſo when an- arduous ſubject occurs, 1 
unloek my bureau, pull out the particular 
drawer, and am 1 with Ae 1 want 


in an infant. ee ee 
D A COU Kc 


A Malbranch 6 9 4 


. Enter I VAN. 1 1015 


. nar 11995" 
| Mr. Beret. | * ba. 
A young e pal Oxford, re- 
| commended to wy care by his father. The 


ry © univerſity 
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univerſity has given him a good ſolid Doric 
foundation; and when he has receiv'd from 
you a few Tuſcan touches, the Ionic and 
Corinthian graces, I make no doubt but he 
will prove a compoſite pillar to the repub-. 
lic of letters. |Enter Bever.] This, Sir, 
is the ſchool from whence ſo many capital 
maſters have ifſued ; the river . enriches 


the regions of ſcience. 
Ferre | 
Of which river, Sir hs you are the 


ſource ; here we quaff: Et pPurpureo 1 85 


mus ore nectar. „ TIED | 
Sir en 6 


| Purpuro! Delicate, indeed! Mr. Dae- 
tyl. Do you hear, Mr. Bever? Bibimus 
ore nectar. Lan. young gentleman, muſt 
be inſtructed to quote; nothing gives a pe- 
riod more ſpirit than a happy Latin quota 
tion, nor has indeed a finer effect at the 
head of an eſſay. Poor Dick Steel! I have 
oblig'd him with many a motto for his fu- 

gitive pieces. | 


OI = 
Ay, and with the contents too; or Sir 


Richard i is fouly bely d. 


Enter 3 7. 


SERVANT. 
Sir Roger Dowlas. 


nk & 


4 
2 
4 
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Sir 1 HO MA. 

Pray deſire him to enter. [Exit dervant. ] 
Sir Roger, Gentlemen, is a conſiderable 
Eaſt-India proprietor; and ſeems deſirous 
of collecting from this learned aſſembly 
ſome rhetorical flowers, which he hopes to 
ſtrew, with honour to himſelf, and advan- 
tage to the company, at Merchant-Taylors- | 
Hall. [Enter Sir RooœrR DowLas.] Sir 
Roger, be ſeated. This gentleman has, in 
common with, the greateſt orator the world 
ever ſaw, a ſmall natural infirmity; he ſtut- 
ters a little: But I have preſcrib'd the ſame 
remedy that Demoſthenes us'd, and don't 
deſpair of a tadical cure. Well, Me have 
you digeſted thoſe general rules 5 WT 
Sam. 2G SRKO/OEE | 

2 Pr-—ett--y well, Lam obli=<g dto you, sir | 
Thomas. ; 
{18 PROMAS = | 
| Have you, -been regular in taking your 
tincture of ſage, .to. give you. aden or: . 
| ſpeaking i in public? 
Sir RO G E R. 
Ves, Sir Thomas. 
7 Sir T HO MAS. 
Did you open at the laſt general court? | 
Sir ROG E R. 
Iattem-—p--telifb-ur or fi- ve " "AY 
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Sir THOMAS:- | 
What hinder'd your progreſs ? 
. i ROGER 
The pe--b--bles. 
Sir T H O M A 8, 

Oh, the pebbles i in his mouth. But 2 | 
are only put in to practiſe in private; you 
ſhould take them out when you are addreſ- 

ſing the public. | 
| Sr, O G E R. 
* I will for the fa--ture, 
Sr THOMAS. 

Well, Mr. Ruſt, you had a tete à töte 
with my niece. A propos, Mr. Bever, here 
offers a fine occaſion for you; we ſhall take 
the liberty to trouble your muſe on their 
nuptials: O Love! O Hymen! here prune 
thy purple wings; trim thy bright P 
Hey, Mr. Bever? 

B E V E R. 

My talents are at Sir Thomas Lofty $ * 
rection; tho I muſt deſpair of producing 
any performance worthy the attention of ſo 
n a judge of the t arts. 

Sr THOMAS. 

Too modeſt, good Mr. Bever. Well, Mr. 
Ruſt, any new acquiſition, fince our laſt 
meeting, to your a collection? 


RUS T. 
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- 


Yonge] = 
Why, Sir Thomas, T have both loſt and 
gain'd ſince I faw you. 3 


Sir THOMAS. 

E 55 1s am forry for that. 
A ö 
The curious ſarcophagus, that was ſent 


* 
FI 


me from Naples by Signior Belloni— 


Sir THOMAS. 


You mean the urn that was ſuppos 'd to | 


wth 


contain the daft of Agrippa! 
WIT, 
Suppos'd! 1 no doubt but it did. 
Sir THOMAS. 


1 1 dee no ſiniſter accident to that vehi. 


enn 
& 76 RUST. 


FI 


Sir THOMAS j 


Gone ! oh, illiberal? - What, len, "2 
_— * ſome: connoiſſeur ? 15 
*** 

_ Worſe; work} a prey, a martyr to igno- 
rance: A houſemaid that I hir'd laſt — 
miſtook it for a broken green chamber- Pot. 
and ſent it away in the duſt- cart. 

Sir THOMAS. 1 1 


She merits * Ob. ah: 
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P.. 
The Vandal! 15 ore | Sr] 
ELLE Eons 
The Viñigoth! . 1 | 
R Us T. 1 | 
| Bit I have this day acquir'd. a 3 
that will in | ſome meaſure make me amends. 
Dat. — 


Indeed ! what can that be? 
© © XN 
That muſt be ſomething curious, indeed. 
RUST, 


It has coſt me infinite trouble to get it. 
E 
Great rarities are not had without pains 
1 bn | 
It is three months ago ſince I got the firſt. 
ſcent” of it, and 1 have been ever ſince on 
the hunt; but all to no purpoſe. | 
2119" WM TWO WAaS. | 
1 am 1 „ thorns till I ſee. it. PS 
5 VT 
And veſtehtlay when I had Siven it over, 
when all my hopes were grown ee, 
it fell into my hands; by the moſt unex- 
pected and wonderful accident. 
| Sir T H O M AS. 
Quod optanti divum promittere nemo 
Auderet, volvenda dies en attulit altro. 


Mr. Bever, "I remark my quotation | po” 
2 BEVER, 


> ® 


48 
nA 
Mioſt 48 Oh, Sir, wenne, V 


RUS b. : 
I have brought it here in my APY: 11 
am no churl; J love to pleaſure. my friends. 
n | sir T H O MAS. 


You are, Mr. Ruſt, extremely obliging. 


| A L 8.4 
Td ns kind, very obliging indeed. 
| R US T. 
Te was not much hurt by the fire. 
8 THOMAS. | 8 
Very fortunate. o 


R 
The edges are ſoild by the link; but ma- 
1 of the letters are Sede legible. 


Sie R O 8 E R. bo ret a4 
A U-ttle r00--m, if you: pleaſe, 
III $1.0 wit] | 


Here it is; the precious remains of ON 
ry North- Briton that was burnt at ſhe 
Ropul-Exchange. t, 

| of A T H O M A 3 TS 4775 ** 
Number dert five 7 mu | 5 980 
1 * R 8 . 8 „ 

You : are a 022 man, I. 1.4 24 91 
4 2 7 : R v 8 T, 


* 
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m_ 7 
I think 1 ſo. But, Gentlemen, 1 Hope 1 


need not give you a eautiqn : 5 n ence 
0 words“ on this matter. „ 


eee E 
1 — . depend upon 6. x 
OT 1 is + U. 8 7. 2 ploy 


"Fora as the paper has not ſuffer'd the law, 
1 don” t HAN whether they may os 4, it 


1130 9194s 


"7 r T H 0 MA or” 

With ws are ſafe, Mr, aſl: Well, 
_ young gentleman, you ke we cultiy: e all 
branches of ſcience. E Fi 

BE VRN 7 20 of I. 

Amazing, indeed! But wha we conſider | 
you, Sir Thomas, as the directing, g. the rul- 
ing planet, our wonder ſubſides in Af in- 
ſtant. Science firſt ſaw the day with S0 
crates in the Attic portico ; her early years 
were ſpent with Tully in the Tuſculan ade ; 
but her ripe, maturer hours, ſhe enjoys with 
Sir Thomas Lofty, near F | 

| "WT HC OMAS. 

The moſt claſſical compliment. ever re- 
ceivd. Gentlemen, a philoſophical repaſt 
attends your acceptance within. Sin Rpger, 
you'l,lead the way. Exeunt all but Sir 
Thomas and Bever. ] Mr. Bever, may 1 
e r, ">": e 
14 +4 Kent. 


nien 


1 amm ſure you never will; and to give Foo 


6 THE I * ATRON. 
friendſhip I have, for y your father ſecur' dyou 


at firſt a gracious reception from me; but 
what I then paid to an old obligation, is 
now, Sir, due to your own particular merit, 

8 EVER. Yo 3 

1 am happy, Sir Thomas, R 

pe” Bir THOMAS. . _ i 

Your pe atience. There is in you, Mr. 

Bever, à fire of imagination, a a quickneſs of 
apprehenſion, a ſalidity of judgment, join d 
to a depth of diſeretign that I never yet met 
vith in any ſubject at your time o . 


| i ö B E V E R. | 5 1 3 2 
I hope I ſhall ney 
— 
Sir 9 * 0 M A 8. 1 Iz 72 : N e A 


. » 2 8 


2 convincing proof that I think fo, I 

now going to truſt you with the moſt i oe 

portant. ſeeret of my whole life. 

15155 ft; F By Rc rin on: 1 TIO 

45 Laure wer Fu dence, does me great bonour. 
* Sir THOMAS. . 


be = mult be on a certain condition. 


3 ee 
"a Sir THOMAS. PP 
. "A * give me your ſolemn 5 to 
comply with one requeſt I men ake' ou 
I FEM ee B E VER. | 


is There! is nothing Sir Thoma Lo 


Ne, that 1 ſhall not 1 grant. 
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Sir T HOM A 8. 
N ay, in fact it will be ſerving yourſelf. 


> = WW E v E R. ern 


be. want no ſuch inducement: 
| SET VOM A $107; 1 
i But we can't be too private. 


[ Shuts the door. ] Sit you ere Tour 5 | 


ſtian name, I think, is 
PM. = v E R. 1 
Richard. e 
Sir T H OMA 8. e 
True; the ſame as your father's: Come, 
let us be familiar. It is, I think, dear Diek, 
acknowledg'd, that the Engliſh have reach'd 
the higheſt pitch" of perfection in every de- 
er - of writing but ws meg e dramatic. 
z 144... 4 i BY 3 enen gd bats 
Why, the French critics area little ſevere; 
die T HOH 

And with reaſon. Now, to reſeue our 
credit, and at the ſame time give my country 


Tens [Bows a manuſeript]} a here. 


1 4 — 9 Fi 
* 1 e het Joon 
© * A 10 i ? HO 74 25 l N rer * 


I * 1 5 0 * KS 
Sir TH O M A Ho T3386 83 7; 
Ro 8 4 4 


A chef d' oeuvre. | 
se 


Your own ? : 
Sir T HO MA 8. 
5 Speak ie ner., I am the author. 


H 2 4 5E vB. 


5 


7 * 1 . 1 * 


| * HE PATRON 
- SEV LEN # 
Nig then thers can de vo doubt of it's 


merit. 
| Sir THOMAS. 05 


1 chink note Vous will Ba 6 charm with 


W ee 555 E's 
A VER. BY . 


What i is it, Sir Thomas? 
dl TTHOMA 8. 
I ſhall ſurprize you, The ſtory of Ro- 
binſon n Are not youd ating ? 


2 200 22 ; hr E V * R, 
4 


* * 1 hooks the very tithe would hit you, 
Tow. will find the whole fable is finely con- 
ducted, and the character of Friday, qualis 
ab epd, nobly ſupported Aunen. | 

B EVER. Fa 

A pretty difficul tak. mw 1+; x: „ 
e Sir THOMAS, 

True chat was not a bow for wow: The 
piece has long been in rehearſal at Drury- 
lane playhouſe, and this * is to make 
it's appearance. 5 


BEVER. 
To-night? _ 
Sir THOMAS. 
This night, 
BE VE R. 


I will attend, and engage all my friends 
to ſupport 1 
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Sc T H OM AS. ; 
That is not my purpoſe; ; * Piece will 
want no Kean aſſiſtance. 
Arran. 
1 keg yy +1. 
Sir T HO MA 8. Z 
The manager of that houſe (who y ou 
know is a writer himſelf) finding, all whe ö 
anonymous things he producd (indeed ſome 
of them wretched enough, and very un- 
worthy of him), plac'd to his account by 
the public, is determin d to exhibit no more 
— knowing the name of the author. 
B'E'V'E R. 
A reasonable caution. EUR" 
| Sir THOM A8. 
Now, apc my promiſe (for I appear to 
patronize the play) to anounce the author 
ore the curtain draws up, buen Cru- 
wet is advertis d for this evening. 40 
n 1 
. thin you will edknbwiegs the pic 


to be yours? ; 
| | Sir . THOMAS. LEN 
* 5 Bu 


How then 7, 2255 
F Sir THOMAS. 
_ My deſign is to give it to you. 


2 + B EV E R. ; 
To me! 1 


HH Ar ON. 
Sir T. 1 OM AS. 
To you. E $10 
B KE ER. 
What, me the author of Robinſon Cruſoe 
Sir THO M 4 8. 
V. 
"A B R VER. | 
| {Tab Sir Thomas, it will never gain,cre- 
| dit: So compleat a production the work of 
a ſtripling ! - Beſides, Sir, as the merit is 
JO _— rob yourſelf of the glory „ 
Lam entirely indifferant to that. 
BEVER. 
Then why take the trouble? 
| Sir T HO MAS. 
09 - My fondneſs for letters, and love..of my 
country. | Beſides, dear Dick, though. the 
rr. & ſelecti, the choſen few, know the 
full value of a performance like this, yet 
the ignorant, the profane (by much the 
majority) will be apt to think it an ocu- 
pation ill ſuited to my time of Mi... 
B E VE R. | 
Their cenſure is praiſe. 
THOMAS. 
n Hos indeed my principal mo- 
tive is my friendſhip for you. You are nowa 


candidate for W honours, and I am de- 
4 tram 9 termin d 


THEPATRON KKx 
termin'd to fix your fame on an immoveable 
' baſis. _ « 3 
"TI SVs 

You are wh exceſſively kind; but there 
is ſomething ſo diſingenuous in — re- 


putation from another man. 
1 Sir 'T H O M A 8. 


Idle punctiliol 
B E VER. 
It puts me ſo in a mind of _ daw in the 
fable: SOPs | 3 2 ; 


999 anl. TH O MAS. 

ae come, dear Dick, I won't ſuffer 
your modeſty to murder your fame. But 
the company will ſaſpe&t ſomething; we 
Will ; join them, and proclaim you the au- 
thor. There, keep the copy; to you I 
conſign it for ever; i; ſhall be a ſecret to 
lateſt poſterity. You ill he mother d with 
praiſe by our friends; Wenn all in nn 


bark to the en and there, 
f 38 Attendant fail, 2 os 
Purſue the triumph, and partake t the 2 > 
Fx © (18 3 Y 2 21 2 
06 e l n e 166-77 
Eup of than s ECOND ACT. 


* THE PATRON: 


js . | 
| Her 2 „% 1 irma; , N 
ode ace aa em ener oe 
* 0 11 w. 4 


Eurer Beven, „ Sth 


NY © ends the firſt . Come, now * 
1 the ſecond. Act the ſecond, ſhew- 
. _ ing,” the coxcomb has prefac'd every act 
| with an argument too, ig humble imitation, 
I warrant, of Monſ. Diferot.. Shewing, 
the fatal effects of diſobedience to parents; 
with, I fuppoſe, the diverting ſcene of a 
gibbet; an entertaining ſubject for come- 
dy. And the blockheadd is as prolix; every 
ſcene as long as a hothily. Let's ſee; how | 
_ does this end? . Exit Cruſoe, and enter 
ſome ſavages, dancing a ſaraband. There's 
no bearing this * traſh. [Enter 
: Jurix r J So, Madam; thanks to your ad- 
Vice * d direction. I am got into a fine _ 


y 1b 11 r. AY 
f What is the after nom, Mr. Bever 


* Robin Cruſoe. | | 
** 0 
— „11 
4 J- 
> „ 
7 3 
— f gf 
| / 
b 2 
* # 
j re 
' * 44 
2 77 * 
J - 22 — en 
! | 3 "2 — — — td 
[ 9 1 — 
88 8 
( 8-2, 
2 "OS WIVES; 3 af 
5 V 5 e 2 
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JULAET: , 
. DO as. play that is. to be acted to-night. 
How ſecret you were? who in the world would 
wu gueſs d you was tlie author N 
B E V E R. Ar R 1 


9 Madam | i 2 en 2 
pA no ei 


Your title, i is odd; but Jo. a genius every 
ſubjpR ; 18 good. 


Lt l en 
You are inclin' be to be fate. | | 
vk T. 21 El en 

Within they have been all prodigious Joud 

in the praiſe of your piece; but I 2 my un- 

cle rather more eager than any. 
B EVE R. 

He has reaſon; for fatherly fondneſs goo 

JULI. „ 


I don't underſtand vou. | 
B E VE R. 175 4191 J ms I 

You don't! 94 

"SER Ii 1 


e. 0 bf 
II VHD egi acoibst 
5 
Nay, Juliet, this is too mich; 5 you know ie 
is none of my play. * 


62 


Fbrien 
Whole ben: 2 ref aur 
aden 2-110 
Your uncle i. rk . 
JULIET. 5 


My uncle's! then how, in het nathe r won- 
der came you to adopt . 
. bvts. 


8 


+ Pa . CAT 5 — , . 2 46 4 
* ts ei 4 8 2 r 
en ee ee 3 n 


R CC ˙ TTV 


T H E PATRON. 
| B E VE R. | 
At his earneſt requeſt. T1 may be a fool; but 
remainder, Madam, you are the cauſe. 
JOLIET. | 1 
This is ſtrange; but I can't conceive what 


his motive could be. 127 . 
EVER. 


B 
His motiveisobviousenough} to freenhim- 
lf from the infamy of being the author. 
J. 15 L a F 7. 10 "4x bs 6 3.58 $6 * 


| What is it bad, then? I 
SEEK... 
"Katt moſt infernalt' 0 
as 3 & ASCIED 
And you have conſented to own it? 
B E v E R. 


Why, what could 1 do? he in a manner 


eompell d me. AE 6 1 
JULIET. 231 4 F if dis 4 


Tam ey glad of it. 
„ 
Glad of it! why, I tell you't tis the __ dull 
1 melancholy--- —_ 
B FW 
8s much the better n 
| A 
The moſt flat piece of frippery that ever 
G er produc d. 
| | JULIET.:'” * e 70 
_ So much the . PE 


* I 
* 
& 4 


* 
= 


BEVER. 
vn be aan before the third ad. 5 
: JULIET, 
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JULIET:. 7 11 


80 much the better. 
PRE BEVER. 


And 1 ſhall be hooted and pointe at where- 


ever I 80. 
10118 T. 


80 nuts; the better. 
BEVER. 


So much the better! gone! fo, I ſuppoſe, 
you would ſay if I was going to be 1 d. Do 


you call this a mark of your Pen 
OT ID EE. | 

Ah, Bever, Bever! you are a 0 po- 
litician: Do you know now that this | is the 
luckieſt incident that eyer occurr'd? 

n. . 8 

Indeed 3 es int rn Os 

„ 

It could. not 1 been better pu. had 1 we 
plann it ourſelves. bh 
P 0 2 B E Ek VER. e 

Vou will pardon my ebefoonoeption ; but 
theſe are riddles--- | 


eee, 
That at 


preſent ] have not time to explain. 
But what makes you loit ring here? paſt fix 
o'clock, as I live ! Why, your play is begun; 
run, run to the houſe. Was ever _ ſo 
little ene for the fate of his e 
eee 15"; 25H, 


JULIET. 
Sir Thomas! I know by his walk. Th; and 


1 * 


My piece q 


* 
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pray all the way for the fall of your play. Ang, 
do you hear, if you find the audience too in- 
dulgent, inclin'd to be milky, rather than fail, 
ſqueeze in a little acid yourſelf. Oh, Mr. 
Bever, at your return let me ſee you, before 
you go to my uncle; that is, if Nw” have the 
good luck, to be qamin d. 

. e - LN 
Fol need not doubt that. 1 ö 's | [Bak 

; rel ü * f f 0 

Enter Sir Ta6Mas lorrr. : 


14 


94 tet 481.2 


201 21 "ie: THOMAS. 
"Bo, fir; was not that Mr. Bever? 1 
lor r. bine 2. 
Ves, Sir, NY; 


sir THOMAS. bal 
He is rather tardy ; by this time his cauſe 
js « come oh. And how is the young gentleman 
loud f for this is a trying occaſion. | 
1240 J e 
He —_ pretty certain, 1 "5 OR, 
Sir F HOM AS. | 
Indeed, I think he has very little reaſon for 
frar: I confeſs I-admire the piece; and feel as 
much fur it's fate as if the nd was my own. 
ohne 12 1 U/L I i ch or n 1661 
That I ant ſincerely bel... 2171 wonder, | 
hir you did not chooſe to be preſent. 


Ser THOMAS. ! 955; 
Better not, My affections are ſtrong, Juliet, 
and wy nerves but rendetly ſtrung ; ; however, 


eee 4 1 intel 
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intelligent people are planted, who will bring 
me n act a faithful account of the proceſs. 


"Jo II. 


That will anſwer your purpoſe as well. 
Sir 1 H G MAS. 


Indeed, I am paſſionately fond of the arts, and 
therefore can't help did not ſuſniebody knockꝭ 
no. My good girl, will you ſtep, and take care 
that when any body comes the ſervants may 
not be out of the way. ¶ Exit Juliet.] Five and 
thirty minutes paſt ſix ; by this time the firſt 
act muſt be over: John will be preſently here. 
I think it can't fail; yet there is ſo much whim 
and caprice in the public opinion, that---This 
young man is unknown; they'll. give him no 
credit. I had better have own d it myſelf: Re- 
putation goes a great way in theſe matters; 3 4 
people are afraid to find fault; they are cautious ' 
in cenſuring the works of a man who 0---huſh! 
that's he: no; tis only the ſhutters. After 
all, I think I have choſe the beſt, way for if 
it ſacceeds to the degree I expect, it will be 
eaſy to circulate the real name of the author; 
if it falls, I am conceal d 3 my fame ſuffers. 
no---There he is. ¶ Loud ænocbing.] I can't 
conceive what kept him ſo long. [Enter Jonx. 
So, John; well; an- but ygu have been a 


: e We A K. 6 1 * 1 


; N * 1 75 4 


Sir, 1 was = Io OE in the Bf hail, 
could ſcarcely get out. 
HO} | Sir 


* 


64 _ H 2 F ATR * N. 


The houſe was * N 2a} 12 „ At 
JOHN. 
As an egg. Sir, 40 Elon dT 
Sir THOMAS. | 
ig te Vie: Jenn. and did . 
e 
ar THOMAS. ee e e 


lin 9 I don't doubt it. What, 


eee pg roars of 9 1 ſuppoſe, 
JOHN. 


82 


1 h vil THOMAS. 
per _ * Sir! 4 You are damin'd coſtive, * 
think. 1 25 did not the pit and boxes thun 
der a ain? 1 I 8-15 
i you” 


'Fean er. Wers was over mueh thunder, 
EO AM ee THOMAS. . 
'No! OH; attentive, reckon, Ay, dncitibay: 


that is the true, folid, ſubſtantial applauſe. All 
elſe may be purchas d; hands move as they 


are bid: But when the audience is huſh d, fall, 

frat of looking a word, then ALT >= 00 

Eno] en eee e 

ves, they were very quiet, indeed, „ Þ 
Sir THOMAS. 

I like them the better, John; a tron Hanes 

of their great ſenſibility. Poo 225 ſee obin? 


8 loun. 


* 


3 * 


. — 


=o 
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„ %;,% H 
4; „es sir; bel be here in s/trice; J leſt him 
lining at the back of the boxes, and charg d 
him nahes all the haſte home that he could. 
Win dir T HOM AS 


That's right, John; very well ; your account 


pleaſes me much, honeſſ John. ¶ Exit John.] 
No, I did not expect the firſt act would produce 
any prodigious effect. And, after all, the firſt 
act is but a mere introduction; juſt opens the 
buſineſs, the plot, and gives a lirtle infight into 
the characters; ſo that if you | but engage and 
intereſt the houſe, it is as much as the beſt 
writer can flatt---[nacting without] Gadſo 


what, Robin already! why the fellow has the 


feet of a Mercury, {Enter Robin] n 
| Ban. es n news; do on. ee 


X. 0 2 1 Ne; N 1 ns; nn 5 


1180 
„ 


= | 
. += ; 287 H 0% . 5 — 9 #48 
| * py , reath. 


410 844 94 8 4 ROBIN. ES CH 448 7 
There has been a woundy- uproar below, 
tl f ebnno den Som Mum $4 2.ifw T. 


42 apron what, at he playhouſe? 


R 0 BIN. | : "2s 
Ay. 
f Sir T K 0 TI A D in 
At what? 08 (n 
- don t ER Belike i he words th PEP 
| eau were ralking, 1 3 


. | 1 
* Fw} Sis 
o 7 * A 


6g n fp 
THOMAS. 
At the Fats how can that be? Oh, row | 
I begin 13 Poor fellow, he knows but 
little of plays: What, Robin, I ſuppoſe; hal- 
lowing, and clapping, 'and 8 of 11 
enn BY” : 4222 * 0 B 1 N. 
f. Halong! ay, and hooting to. berg * 


ne e LW r HOM n eib 0 
And hooting! Det ane. 4 IQ 6 
os 2 6ö⸗ñß7U br;ßx 6 6d 21 126 


G = (2 71 ff * . b „ 4 300. #1 338 »& 
. A. and hiſſing and 
9 34 I ll 6 2 100 
: Sir T HOM A 8. 
: 19,3865 gc: 


mold: you maſbbe mnifaRen ;. 11uuarn, 


; "By the miſs, But Tam hort. = mor 
n 99097 gi THO MARE 2 1540 

_ 4/Trhpoſſible! Oh, moſt likely ſome drunken 

3 diſordedly: "fellows, that were diſturbing the 

| houſe, and interrupting the play; too common 
acaſe; the people were right: they deſerv'd'a te- 


axe. Dane Wan rt them 110 9 Out, out, out? FJ 


OBIN 
Noa; thatwas — . 'twas Off, off, off 1 
„ 7: 4, 6. hp 3: irt T HO MAS. 24d Ac T 
That was a whimſical noiſe. Zounds l that 
muſt be the players. Did you obſerve _— 8 


elle! 481 
i ROBIN. 2 


Belike the quarrel firſt began between las 
gentry and a Pa 55” —_ 


=. THOMAS... 

| * R 
I " Wick FT w- Lebe public 1 raſte i is in 
7 : $448 „ . P 


THE PATRON 6 
ed. 4 honef nature is too plain and fimple for 
their vitiated palates! [Enter JuLIzT.} Juliet, 
Robin brings me the ſtrangeſt account; ſome 
little diſturbance ; but J ſuppoſe it was ſoon 
ſettled again. Oh, but here comes Mr. Stay- 
tape, my taylor; he is a rational being ; we 
ſhall be able to make ſomething of him. ¶ En- 
ter STAYTAPE,] So, Staytape; "what, e 
third act over already? „„ 

e, 
Over, Sir! no; nor never will be. 
| Sir THO M A 8. 
What do you mean? 
S'T A.Y.T, & p E. 
5 Cut ſhort. | 
Ws Sir T H 0 MA 8. 
I don't comprehend you. © 
S TAVYVT AP E. 
Why, Sir, the poet Has made a 1 in 
meaſuring the taſte of the town : the goods, it 
ſeems, did not fit; ſo they return d them upon 
the gentleman s hands. * e 38 
n 227 
Rot your affectation and geen you 
puppy! ſpeak plain. * 
"I s TAYT AP E. 
Why then, Sir, Robinſon Stube is dead, 


Ä 0 TH 8 An. „ 
50 Dead! l N 


ane e ee n 
Ay and N is worſe, will never riſe a 
mores: You will ſoon have all the particulars ; 


# » 


* ay * "a. 
BIA] 4.0 
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for there were four or e of you friends cloſe 
at my heels.” FL WA j Bil 4707 
e Sie DAL e | 
3 Staytape, Juliet, run and ſtop _— Gy 1 
am gone out; I am ſick; I am engaged: but 
whatever you do, be ſure, you, don't let Bever 
come in. Secure of, the rigen. Wees _ 
to the celebr— . 


ef e ee TAT TAPE. 
Sir, they are here. 

Sir THOMAS. HERE 
Confound LAY a | 2 Hic 2, i 


95 4 'S 3 j « . 


Enter Porr, Daervr, and Shown 
„„ 
Ay, woly, Mr. Puff, this is but a 1 bitter be⸗ | 
ginning; then the young, man muſt turn un- 
| t to ſome en K 9 
5a&6RIt: FNF F. Ae Bs 


1 Sir Thomas; 5 1 Are you, hays 


: 10 0 the news s of-- 1701 cf £711 Jorr 15 1 v4 , 
55 ors; Sir TP H 0 TIP i 5 * 50 6 


. Sar K 
en 


1 
144111 


E 


9 hk 00 . theſe er will have Yen 
th come on the e 12 nod? 4% 
W W. Faro : 

a CL Ei rack of, rhe 
matters; but a couple of gentlemen near me, 
who ſeem d ſagacious enough too, declar d that 
it was the vileſt ſtuff they ever had heard, and 
wonder d the * act it. 


Draa 67 
denn. | 
Ves; I don't remember to have ſeen a more 
general diſlike. 1 


J +4 * 


% "' was thinks g to aſk you, Sir 22 for 
your intereſt with Mr: Bever, about buying the 
copy: But now no mortal would read it. Lord, 
Sir, it would not pay for paper and Printing. 
NR Un 

SF remember Kennet, in his Roman Anthqui- 
ties, mentions a play of Terence's, Mr. Dac- 
tyl, that was- terribly treated; but that he at- 

tributes to the peoples' fondneſs for certain 

funambuli, or rope-dances; but I have not 
lately heard of any famous tumblers in town ; 

Wi Thomas, have you ? 

© i THOMAS. 

How ſhould I? do you pee! I ane my 
head about tumblers? | | | 

| NIS * 

Nay, I did not- 

» BE VE R. ur ayithout, | 

Not to be ſpoke with !] Don't tell me, sir * 


"i muſt, he ſhall. - 
Sir. T HO M A 8. 


Mr. Bever's voice. If he is Amit in 3 | 
preſent diſpoſition, the whole ſecret will cer- 
tainly out. Gentlemen, ſome affairs of a moſt 
intereſting nature makes it impoſſiblefor me to 
have the honour of your company to-night ; "i 
n I beg you would be fo good as to 


— 


\ -1 


« 
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RUST. | 
Afﬀairs! 1 nobad news? Thope e en well, | 
Sir THOMAS. 


Re well; "Bux I am moſt exccedingly--- . 
* U r. 

1 ſhall ly juſt ſtay to ſee Mr. Bever: Poor 
lad! he will dh moſt horridly down in the 
mouth; a little comfort won't come amiſs. 

Sir THOMAS. 
Mr. Bever, Sir! you won't ſee him here. 


4 RaVU:S $i; L 2: 
Not here! why 1 chought 1 heard his voice 
bot juſt now. _— 


Sir T H 0 MA J . 
You are miſtaken, Mr. Ruſt ; * 


. 
May be fo; ; then we will go. Sir Thomas, |. 
my compliments of condolance, if you pleaſe, 


* 5 e 
Ay, 9 
D A | bs of YL. 


And mine; ; 2 I ſuppoſe we ſha' n't ſee 12 


| . 8 


| P UF F. US | , 
Poor gentleman | | I] warrant he won't dev 
his head for theſe ſix months. 
FT,” 15 

Ay, ay; indeed Fam very forry for him; 0 | 
tell him, 1 mw 
-DACT Y +, * PUF r. 
"OY are Net 8 we &- 1 21 
5 Fg R PV 8s T. 
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FU ST: : 
Sir Thomas: your ſervant. Come, Gentle- 
men. Buy all this confuſion in Sir Thomas, there 
muſt be ſomething more in the wind than : 
know ; but I . watch, I am reſolv d. 


l, 
BE v E R, . 


Raſcals, ſtand by 3 I muſt, I wil ſee him. 


Enter Brvrx. 


80, Sir; this is s delicate treatment, after all 


I have ſuffer d. | 
Sir THOMAS. > 5 


Mr. Bever, J hope you don t---that 1 18 
r 


Well, Sir Thomas Lofty, what think you now- 
of your Robinſon Cruſoe? a pretty performance! 


Sir THOMAS. 


Think, Mr. Bever ! I think the public are 


blockheads; a taſteleſs, ſtupid, ignorant tribe; 
and a man of genius deſerves to be damn'd wha 


writes any thing for them. .But courage, dear 
Dick! the principals will give you what the. 


people refuſe ; the cloſet will do you that juſs 
tice the ſtage has deny'd: Print your play. 
_ SY 
My play! zounds, Sir, 'tis your own, * 
gn dg W @ ET 
Speak lower, dear Dick; be moderate, 0 


good, dear lad ! 
BEVER. 


Fs Sir Thomas, you may be * enou ought 
Bas 


ner een 
| you are ſafe and ſecure, remov'd far from that 
grooms that has daſh'd me to proces, "2 
ig T HOM A S. AA FO 
Dear Dick, don't believe it will hurt you : 
The critics, the real judges, will diſcover in 
that piece ſuch excellent talents--- 
3 B EU R. f 
6 o Sir Thomas, no. I ſhall eller flat- 
1 — ter You nor 77 1 DAVE qui d a os to 


72 4 


c THOMAS. 
May be not. 
5 


. your piece had been greatly recelwd, 1 
| would have declared Sir T homas Lofty the au- 
thor; if coldly, I would have own'd it my- 
ſelf; 451 ſuch diſgraceful, ſuch rg a | 
treatment !---I own the burthen is too heay! 
for me ; 3 ſo, Sir, you muſt bear it yourſelf, 
* PROBAG:. -- | 
Me, dear Dick! what, to become ridicu- 
lous in the decline of my li life; to deſtroy in one 
hour the fame that fortyy years has been build- 
1 ing! that was the prop, the ſupport, of my 
1 . Can you be cruel enough to deſire it * | 
q 1 . STE, owl en 
a Zounds! | Sir, and why muſt be your crutch z 
Would ou have me become a voluntary victim? 


| „ does not merit a mantyedomn, 


2 > I 1 
PO nl 8 bu 
E SOL + we 
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Sir THOMAS. 

Lown myſelf greatly oblig'd; but perſevere, 

3 Dick, perſevere; you have time to reco: 

ver your fame; I beg it with tears in my 
80 ee Py will--- a 

g n 7 


No, Sir Total I have done * the 


| ſtage; the no and I meet no more. 
WG RIA | THOMAS. 1 SEAM 
Nay, np are various e n open in life. 8 
1 * R R. 1 | 
Not one, where your piece won't purſue me: 
If Igo to the bar, the ghoſt of this curs d comedy 
will follow, and hunt me in Weſtminſter- hall. 
Nay, when I die, it will ſtick to my memory, 
and I ſhall be handed down to poſterity with 
the author of Love in a Hollow Tre. 
Sir T H O M A 8. 
Then marry: You are a pretty _ . $ 
| and Nur poetical talents--- | 
e - 
3 1 fair would admit of my ſuit or 
family wiſh to receive me ? Make the caſe 
yur own, Sir Thomas ; ; "would you! 1 
323 THOMAS. . 
ob With infinite pleaſure. 1 whe 
: EVER. 3 
Then give me your niece; K oo hand tal 
| ſeal up my lips. 55 PORE 
N THOMAS. vis TOES os 
What, Juliet? willingly. But are you ſe= 
Nous? do you really admire the ? 


, , 


* 


BEVER. «| 
Beyond 8 words Can . It 3 by 


her advice I conſented to father your play. 
Sir T HO MAS. 


What, 7s nete appriz 'd? Here, Robin, . 


run and call my niece hither this moment. That 


giddy W blab all in an inſtant. 
ä „1 %% 3 WO 

You are miſtaken the is wiſer than you are 
aware of. -2UONRT 4 2 
1 10111 T. 

OL THOMAS. 2 
* of, brei u know: what has happen 
 JOLIET. | 


Ss THOMAS. , | 


. you t terre d this unfortunate ſecret. . 
> LUST»; wt 


* To no mortal, Sir Thomas. 
* T H O M A "S 


8 give me your hand. r Wee | 


| child, for my ſake, has renounc'd the, ſtage, 
and-the whole republic of 1 letters ; 3 in return, 


I owe him your hand. Sy" x __— at 
JULIET. LOND HOY - 


My hand! 2 to a poet 3 billed, 


and explodes | Vou muſt pardon me, Sir. 
N and 2 $i. TH O MAS. 


8 a trifle; the moſt they can fay of 2 5 
is, that he is a little wanting in wit; and he 
12 5 wy dhe to keep him in 


| cours 


„ 


* ng 
k "ITY by — 1 
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cquntenance, that now-a-days that i is no 


flection at all. | 5 
| JULIET. sf 


= hen, Sir, your engagement to Mr. Ruſt. 
Sir T H O M = 
I 1 found out the raſcal; he has been 


more impertinently ſevere on my play, than 
all the reſt put together; ſo that I am de- 
termined he ſhall be none of the man. 


Enter Ros T. 4 
ff. 
Are yon ſo, Sir? what, then I am to be 
fcrife d, in order to preſerve the ſecret that 
you are a blockhead: But you are out in 
your politics; before night it ſhall be known 
in all the coffee-houſes in town. . | 
| Sir THOMA 8 
For Heaven s fake, Mr. Ruſt! 
of : 
And to-morrow I will a you in 
every news-paper; you ſhall no longer im- 
poſe on the world ; I will unmaſk you; the 
lion's ſkin ſhall hide you no longer. 
Sir THOMAS. "7 
Juliet! Mr. Bever! what can I do? 
B EVE R. ; 
Sir Thomas, let me manage this matter. 
: Harkee, old gentleman, a word in your ear; 
you remember what you have in your 8 
: RUST. 1 A 
Hey! how! what N & 


PISS! 


; | BE- 


1 * * 4 » Ex x" 
5 * N 1 41. "hg. A 


o 7M 


8 up that, or or the 1 ah. a — 
8 N er oö n er. . ee n et 4:4 

Ho, Mr. Bever! A 5g ben 56 5 8 
BE V.E R. 

Never fear 1 frft fire of 


23 1 
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rewe hi Ke! eat 00 
"You join me, Sir, ho an unfortunate b _ 


cure ) ur peace nnn 
e 
ige me for ever. - Now the ectet 


des with us four. My fault. Tow 


* 7 


bleſsthe man, dle J bebe damn d de poet. 
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